A Tidbit for My Thoughts? © **'4" 

A woman once inquired of me, “ a penny for your thoughts?” ‘Intrude upon my thoughts?’ asked 
I. “Yes, it would be such fun to clairvoyantly read other people’s minds, don’t you think?” quipped she. 
No, I do not. Such invasion is naive, rude, and very dangerous. Think of the darkness within your psyche 
that out of consternation you deny exists; then peer into the terror living there; the secrets, only you know, 
from which in panic the deepest evil nightmare flees trespass. Then understand that those same spaces 
exist in everyone. Deep within you are many fears that once desecrated - as a lesser grace - only complete 
insanity or death can grant redemption. However, neither venture close; they abandon in horror - refusing 
to look upon your hell of which only you must face. Death, ‘god,’ Satan even Angels will not go in there; 
nothing can enter your darkness except you; where only you can hear your suffocated screams! Envision 
violating another person’s unconsciousness to unwarily enter that unimaginable realm; where a freezing 
presence permanently grips one from escape, and only extinction can grant mercy from horrific eternity. 
Entering another’s darkness will consume you in Toto. That out-limit exists in each of us. So, do you 
still wish to voyeur a forbidden netherworld within me that remains unacknowledged inside of you? 


The Monopoly. 

My grandmother was a wonderful person. She taught me how to play the game Monopoly." She 
understood that the name of the game is to acquire. She accumulated everything she could and eventually 
controlled the board. Then she would take my last dollar and always look me in the eye to say the same 
thing: “One day, you will learn to play the game.” That summer, I played Monopoly with a friend almost 
every day, all day long, and that summer I learned to play the game. I came to understand that the only 
way to win is to make a total commitment to acquisition. I came to understand that money, possessions 
and power — are the way that you keep score. By the end of that summer, I was more ruthless than my 
grandmother... to win the game, I learned to bend and break people and the rules. I sat down with her to 
play that fall. I took everything she had. I destroyed her financially, psychologically, and spiritually. I 
watched her lose every dollar and quit in utter defeat. Then she had one more thing to teach me. She 
said, “Now it all goes back in the box. All those houses and hotels; all the railroads and utility 
companies... All that property, power and wonderful money... Now it all goes back in the box.” But! I 
worked so hard to get it all; I do not want it to go back in the box! ‘No,’ she said, “None of it was really 
yours. You got all heated up about it for a while. But the game was around a long time before you sat 
down at the board and it will be here long after you’re gone: players come, players go — the game always 
ends the same: everything goes back into the box. Houses and cars... Titles and clothes... Even your 
body.” Suddenly, I realized the fact that everything I clutch, consume, hoard, fight, beg and compete for 
is going back into the box; / lose it all. Therefore — ask yourself; when you finally get the ultimate 
promotion or meet the ultimate person, when you have made the ultimate purchase, when you buy the 
ultimate home, when you have stored up financial security and power and climbed the ladder of success to 
the highest rung that you can possibly climb ... and the thrill wears off — and it always wears off — then 
what? How far must you walk down that road before understanding where it leads? Surely, you realize — 
it is never enough! One loses it all for the final trip lying in a decorated box, covered u 


with flowers, riding in the back of a black limousine to spend eternity forgotten in a 


grave yard with all that baggage one created in life. 


So one must ask the question: What is the point? What matters? 


